THE   CRUSADE   OF   THE   SNOWS
entering the courtyard. There are no companies, but
squadrons, no regiments, but meagre battalions. These
men should be mounted, save that their horses have
dropped dead and there are no more studs pr forage to
be had in Moscow. As for the gun-teams., a scratch
assembly and hardly got, drooping in neck and flanks.
And look more closely at the men who marched as
though in the heyday of the Empire. They did it on
broken boots, -while their faces mirror starvation. Not
a few should have been in hospital, or it may be they have
just come from there so loud were the drums and music
that Sunday morning. Such scarecrows would be laughed
at in Paris, where a man's suffering may be turned into
humour. Paris! How many of the little crosses that had
just been aired would ever be carried with a swagger
down the boulevards? Precious few, old grumblers,
You heard the Russian reply. It had been in volleys.
A Marshal of France rode forty paces ahead of his men.
But the sound of their tramping reached Ney in more
softened form than usual on that melancholy return to
quarters. For it was again snowing, somewhat thicker,
and the roads were -white with menace of wintry peace.